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CHAP. I. 


UN and Humour are the Delights of this wicked 
World.—-Mortification and Penance are the Devil 


and Dr. Favsrus.—-Come Day, come Night, Fun 
and Humour we muſt have; and Mordfication and Pe- 
nance muſt be put to Flight. 


Miss C—vy is the Word, and Wit and Laughter 


mult enſue.— What! mew a Man up, like a Cat ina Cor- 
ner, with his Beadt, —and Ave Maria's,-and Mating, 
—and Veſpers, —and Manuals, —and Prayer- Boos 
Forbid it, Pleaſure !—PForbid it, Jollity and Joy ! 

A Todck on the Times, and a roaſted Miniſter, will 
ever pleaſe the People of England.—A pretty AQrels 
will ever pleaſe a true-born Iriſpbnan. Indeed, that Man 
that cannot be pleaſed with a pretty AQreſs in a pretty, 


little, convenient, ſnug Corner, is not fit for this World 


nor the next neither, Ibelieve. | 

Bur ſoft you a while — ho comes yonder? 
Ha, ha, ha !=— Oh, my Sides How the Fellow 
ſtares Give him a Sack-poſſet, or he'll faint Run 
for one Dr. Stor Inftantly run —fly—diſpatch 
Tell him to bring his Forceps, and his Knife ; for a 
Work of wondrous Weight is to be wrought Run. 
Feu, Sir, to my Uncle 'fosy Away—Move— 
like, he crawls g 
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Nor Sylable of the Green. Rm yet !— | 
"Tis, fine Work, indeed, if the Public is to be 
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Tell my Uncle to bring with him his Mortar. piece for a 


Battery muſt be erected againſt a Virgin Citadel, and he 


muſt enter the covered way Sword in Hand. 

O uv poor Head ! how conſumedly it akes!, But 
no more of that, as thou lov'ſt me, HAL! If a Man 
is ill, let him go to the Doctor —Hey ! preſto! for 


| Duck -roalters and Miſs C——y ! 


CHAP. Il. 


Y's Cabinet broke open, or the Green- 
—Ha ! a good Title, I 


1 Room Curioſities! 


muſt con fes I here's Quaintneſs and Fun in it 


Touur, cad e Bookſeller's, for Miſs C-—r's Ca- 
bine. — Sit, the Bookſellef ſays tis the genuige- 
One———— The Bookſeller's a Fool, and you're a bup- 
py——— Was eyer Man oſerved,! — What a 
curſed Fool is his fame Author! An imperti- 
nent Puppy, to be making lo free with Miſs C—r—— 
her Name I mean - 

ſo often her Name in vain ? 
leſs for it. Fa at 


CHAP. m. 
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12 not hold him guilt- 


and troubled —— 


hummed Fand chouſe 


and bubbled—and bamboenled - wich a Cock and à Bull 


Story.—— death! I wiſh I had iny Six - pence half-pen- 


ny again. — And ſo do I, Sir And ſo do I, Ma- 
dam And ſo do I, my dear Jenxny—And fo do I, Mrs. 
WAaDpMAN.— Oh, theſe Plaguy Imitators — They 
think it eaſy to copy my Style, though STzRNHoLD, and 
 Horx1ns, and Tyvcipipes, and PtuTaxcy had 


more Wit, and Fun, and Humour, than ſuch Miſcreants. 


_ © Nevex fear, Madam—nevet fear, Sir. Regard the End, 


as the Latin Saying has ii Tou Il ſoon be ſhewn the Ac- 


treſs's 


what Buſineſs had he to take 
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treſ⸗ 's Sectets, I warrant you, and if you are 105 pleaſ- 
ed then, the Neuce mult i de in it. 


ö C H A P. IV. 6 | 


| M | $S C—--y I— The Devil ! What's all this' 
5 | Noite about? There's more Clamour now about 
Actreſſes, than about Monarchs and Prime Minifters. 

A eine Jeft truly! As if a Woman cannot do what 
ſhe has a mind to, with her own !—'Tis only at the Ex- 
page's of her Repurntion—a Trifle ; a Word; à Non- 

ntity ; a Riddle; a Rebus ; a Life in other's Breath; 
a Chimera ; a Whar- dye, -call-it,----'Tis a falſe Coin 

that will not paſs current ; tis an unſtamped Medal; tis | 
rome 'tis like the Thing that is not found till 1 
it's loſt. 4:3 

No Curioſities yet pete the Devil are they? oF 
We have got the Cabinet, in the Shape of Six pers erh 14 
off Paper, but the Curiofities | are evaporated in Fumo, 
and we are bubbled. _ | 

THrink you fo ? Read this next t Chapter and if that 14 
is not a Curioſity, I'm a foufed Guarnet,—or a pickled 14 
Herring or a Carlingford RO 7 38 a piti- h 
ful Sprat. 41 


| CHAP, V. | 1 
Being a very pleaſant and deledableStory about CY = 
man in London, and a fine Young Girl. (whether Mifs b; f 
Coney or #o is 10 3 a d a Raſberry Tart. | 


 OLLA1-—You — My Lord Home: 1*..— 
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ing, it ſeems, lomewhat deaf. 


cried a fine Young Girl,” of about ſeventeen, to 1 
| a little, deformed, old Fellow of about fifty- ſeven, twen- Well 
' + ty-five Days ago, as he was walking flowly along the _ j | | 

Strand, in London. 5 1 | 
Tut Man, however, did not bear her at firſt, he be- | 


„% HoLLA ! 
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% Hora Lou! - MIV Lord Hume Pao 
itetated the fine Young Girl, as Paddy from Cork was 
palling along very unconcernedly, and whiſtling the Tune 
of the Black Joke and Belly ſo white ; while he was 
nodding to and fro with his Knowledge-Box, as if danc- 
ing a Jig with his Head, and having one Hand in his 
Bolom, and the other in his Breeches. F 

8711 he heard not, his Attention being engaged on 
other Matters ; and the Rumbling of Carts and Coaches 
8 the tweet Accents of the ſweet Young Girl's 

oice. 

*+* HotLa! You-——My Lord Hume!'——again 
eried out the Gil in a ſomewhat louder Voice, and at the 
lame Time laughing very heartily, and diſplaying as fine 
2 Set of Teeth as, I think, I ever ſawin my Liſe. 

EVEN now he heard not, but kept on his Way very 
lowly, and changing his Tune from the Black Foke and 
Belly fo white, to that of There was a little Man, and 
ke wod'd a little Maid. | 

+ HoLLa ! You!—— My Lord Huur!“— 
cried out the Girl ſtill louder, and laughing ſtill more 
heartily than beſare. e Be 

Taz Man pricked up his Ears,----{ſtopped,—-——and 
cealed whiſtling. He looked about; but ſeeing No- 
body beckon to him, he went on as before, only taking 
his right Hand from his Breeches, ſiroaking his Beard, 
and humming Murdoch. O'Blaney and Jenny O'Donneliy, 
iaflead of continuing his whiftling 

„ Hort !-— You !----My rd Hume !”----cried 
out the fine young Girl a fifth Time, but without laugh- 
ing. as ſhe was then very near bim, having followed him 
from Dewereux-Court in the Strand to Norfolt-fireetr, 

Tre Man ceaſed humming Jenny O' Donnelly, made a 
full Stop, — took x Survey of the Objects round him, 
— and cried out, he calls?” | | 

No Anſwer was made. 

** By }—-s, now, but I thockt that ſome one was 
ater calling me,“ quo” he; but tis no Matter. 
So fsying, he jogged on as before, and giving a Hem! 

| WENT to 


\ 


| 5 4 
a 67 * ne 
to clear his Voice, began ſinging GLoven's 1 on the 


Darele. 


„Hora! - You! ——My Lord Hume cried 
out the fine young Girl a ſixth Time, and looking as 
grave as an old Woman ata Chriſtening, as he ftared 
| hard on her, juſt as the Word [{ump was vibrating on her 
Tongue. | * 
| Pappy was not poiitive the Girl was the Perſon who 
called him ; nor did he know who was. He, however, 
ſtopped ſhort ; and being ſomewhat irritated, bawled out, | 
« Who calls, and be Pox ye?” | ; 

ALL was mute, except a hundred Voices ſcreaming out 4 
Rrick-Dufſt !——Kaives to grind !——Sciffars to prind ! : 

Come buy Wuer-Crelliat——Mew laid Eggs, = 
five a Groat! Crack em and try 'em, five a Groat |!— _ J 
Work for the Cooper ! — Come buy my pret—pret—pret- a 
ty, leetel, em em em- emmy Sticks, or Sticks to duſt 9 
your Cloaths Mu- u- uke — Maids below! Hot Mut- 
| ton Pies, hot!—Buy my Cod, dainty live Cod. 


Come, buy my fine Matches, come, buy em of me VF) 
They are the beſt Matches that e'er you ſee. | 

My Mother ſhe lives in Roſemary-Lane, 

She makes all my Matches, and I ſells the ſame. F 
For lighting of Candles, or kindling the Fire, 13 
They are the beſt Matches that you can defire, - i ; 
All you that has Money, and I that has none, | 


Come buy all my Matches, and let me go Home. 7 | 
Come, buy my Matches !—Shoes to clean! Clean your 4 
HFonour's Shoes! Clean your Majeſty's Shoes! — Old = 


Cloaths ! Old Cloaths! Old Cloaths to ſell Come, buy 
my ſinging Birds !—Balls for your-Cloaths! Have ye got 
e'er a Spot, or eyera Stain; let it be Pitch, let it be Tar, 
I'll take'r out before your Face Coach! Coach! Coach! 
— You ! Smouch ! Will ye have ſome Pork ?-— Crab! N 
Crab! will ye Crab i —Muſſels l buy my. Muſſels ! The 5 
laſt dying Speech and Confeſſion, both Parentage and 
Education, Life, Character and Behaviour of all che 


Male actors 
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Lobſters! buy my live Lobſters!— 


4 45 


Miele factors that were executed this Mornißg a at Tyburn : 


„Together with a true Copy of a Letter that PArRIcxk 


O'Frauztary (ent his Mother at Tipperary the Night 
befure his Execution !-Haddock! come buy my Had- 
dock !—Cheſnuts ! three Pence a hundred Chetnuts !— 
Ground Ivy! Ground Ivy! come buy my Ground tvy !— 
Cats Meat, or Dogs Meat! Hearth Stones! Stones 
for your Hearths |—— Freſh green Peaſe, nine Pence 
a Peck l- Mackrell, buy my freſh Mackrell 
Gooleberries, 
green Gooſcberries, a Penny a Quart Gooſeberries! — 


Nonpateils! choice W eight a benny Fine 
China Orange: !—Curds and Whey! buy my Curds and 


Whey !---F lummery? buy my Flummery !---Buy my roaſ- 
ted Pig! a long-tailed Pig, or a ſhort- tailed Pig, or a Pig 
without ever a Tail! - Hot, nice Dumplings hot! Did- 
dle diddle, diddle diddle, diddle diddle, diddle diddle, 

diddle diddle, diddle diddle, Dumplings ho---0---0!--- 
Salaap! Salaop! a Hal'penny a Diſh, hot Salaop!---Hot 
Loaves ! W hite Conduit Loaves!---The next new Song 
is entitled Johnny Boot ! the next new Song is entitled 
The crafty Fox | The next new Song entitled Nexwca/- 
tle Salmon ! The next new Song is entitled Hi{dom in a 
PITT! The next new Song is entitled The Druraling ! 
The next new Song is entitled The Alent Flute }---But- 
tons, a Farthing a Pair !--- Chairs ta'mend !---Bellaws to 
mend !--- L{ey's Evenin Liyd's Evening, Lloyd's Exen- 
ing Po; o- oſt l- Great 4 fram Paddyland !---Opfters ! 
buy my Oyſters !---Sparrowgraſs ! buy my Sparrowgraſs ! 
-+-Artichokes! frelh Artiebokes!---Potataes! two full 


Pound a Penny, Potatoes !---Fine Nentiſi Cherries, a Pen- 


ny a Pound !---Swe-e-£-e-eceop ! Ee. Be. fc. Ae. He. 


Ec. Ne, e We. e.. 

Pipnr walked on; but had nat advanced thirty Pa- 
des, before he diſtinQy. heard from a Female Vaice, bamp/! 
' bump! bump! 


« By I d, now,” Oied the- little kinn, ! 


don't Know at all at all, whether they gre after giving 
% me Advice, or GE me Names. The D---} fire me 


now. 


» 


— 


— — 


5 — — TAO 


4 


| =y now, ber if it was a Man that was n ſuch Game 8 


Hof me, but 1 would nn Cheek, — break b 


Mouth, fo 1 would.” 


Ine Iriſbman having vented his Writh, walked on. A 
Tuekk is a Paltry Cook's Shop oppolite Catherine» 


ſtreet in the Strand. 
On PapbrY's arriving there, he looked vid. ully on the 


Tarts, and made a full Stop, While his Hand went invo- 


luntarily into his Breeches Pocket. Why then for once 
„vill be after eating a Rawſpery Tart, I'm reſolved.“ 
cries he, ** if I rfever eat another. —Ah; long Life t' ye, 


„% my Jewel !---Your Tarts look well, by I!“ 


So ſayi he gave his Penny, and took his Tart. - 
boy Taz B.—1 burn me now, but this is only tickling 


one's Mouth with Ne cried he, (wallowing i it at 


one Mouthful. 


Tu- Words were fearce out lt his Mouth, when a 
Perlon cried out, 


« HoLLa!--You! My Lord“! 


Tur Word Hump vas not pronounced; for Papp r 


turned round his Head in a Moment, and fixed his Eyes on 
the lame Girl he had noticed before, who finding he faw 
her, flopped her Speech of a ſudden, and looked as 
grave as a Iragedy Queen. 

Pook Panpy ſeemed quite irritated. now, and bawled 
out, *Monomendiowl !--- The Dl run away with 'ye 
« now! But it is Game ye re making? 

No Anſwer was made; and the Jriſbnan went on 
muttering, owling like a diſturbed Maſtiff. 

- Some of 8 
* them have walked in it, while others have rather 
choſe to walk along the Street Way. 

Pappe chole the ſormer; and had got about to the 


fourth Shop in it, when the ſame Voice he had before 


heard, ſalüted his Ears with, 8 


« Horka Fou My Lord Hour t—My Lord | 


« Hume !--Hume W Hume!” 


Tre Girl, it ſeems, had come to her Place of . 


aud chere ſoce, had N proper, by Way of a Fare- 


well 
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well Salute to the little Hunch- backed Iriſbman, to iter- 
ate the laſt Word oftner than ſhe had done before. 

Bur ſhe met not with the ſame Succeſs; for Pappy 
ſtaring about, at length fixed his Eyes on her, juſt at the 
very Iaſtant the Word Hump was proceeding from her 

pretty Mouth. : 

« On, oh, cried he, but its you that have been 
making Game of me all this Time, is it ?---I'll hump you 
immediately,” MY 

So ſaying, he ran after her into a little obſcure Court 


juſt by; but whether he put bis Threat in Execution I 


know not, as I made the beſt of my Way to Jack Pixcn- 
BECK's at Chelſea; where | was engaged to dine that 


Day. „ A | F 
x Tue Cauſe of hunch- backed People being called 


in Deriſion my Lord or Lady, to be aſſigned in my ſeven- 
teenth Volume. -I T'xzsTRAM SHANDY have ſaid it. 


— 


CHAP. VI. 


Oz hot I thought we ſhould be coming to the Cu- 
. riofities at laſt. The Green Room, Sit, is broke 
open !---The Green Room, Sir,-— The Green-Room! 


AMAZEMENT fat on poor Zanca's Face, while the 


News was uttering. | 8 
Taz Green-Room, Sir !— The Green-Room! 


He op'd his Mauth; he ſtared with his, Kyes; a pallid | 
Sweat ran down his: Forehead ; he ſmate his right Hand 


on his Breaſt, the Cawdle-Cup Handle being to be repre- 


ſented; by his left Hand and Arm; and: thus he ſpoke. - 
* Ye Gods! why''-—---But bis Speech is not worth 


| printing. | a | | 

* * 89 7 6 e * 
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Tuvs far in ſportive Mood---Proceed we now to 


CHAP. 


| mer; naked as I am, 1 would browſe upon the Moun- 


ES) 
CHAP. vn. 


A CHAPTER replete with ZEnipmaticet, Hierbyly- 
| phical and deep Learning. He that cannot deduce 
a Moral from the following True Tile, deſerves to live 
on Buttermilk and Potatoes, and ever be a Stranger tothe 
Joys of Love, and the Delights of good Claret, | 


H1S TOR F- 
> OF THE ' 


AND THE. 


HEREBY hangs A Tale, Tays BiLLy Saint | 


 SPEAR-—Ay, and a true One too, ſays honeſt 
TzrrisTRAM——-It will take no more. than One hundred 
Pages in the relating, and that the Reader eannot think 
much. 


A nunbkzp Pages! Oh horrid—Pll not read em 


T've my Miſtreſs to mind—Pve my Hunters to look after 


Ive a Bet to make - Ive a Prologue to write-—I've a2 


Shop to mind—L've a Dinner to get. 
_ Covnace, courteous Reader !—1 ſcorn to take Ad- 
vantage of my Authorſhip.— Eber I would force thee, 


po Soul! ou the hard Service of reading a hundred 
Pages bf m 


roductiôn, printed in Pexzy's Long Prim- 


B 2 tains, 
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tains, and ſmile that the North Wind brought me neither 
my Tent, or my Supper ! N þ 

No--- By the celeſtial Spark of Fire which warms and 
illumines the Tabernacles of Clay, I ſcorn the AQtion--- 
Scorn it, as I do the Toad-eating Villain, that buys eve- 
ry Morſel by a Proſtitution of his Conſcience !---Scorn it, 
as | do the Star and gartered Scoundiel, who darts an 
Eye of Diſdain on Merit in Thread-bare Cloaths, and 
Hugs to his Boſom, the Turncoat Patriot, the ſupple 
Pandar, or the treacherous Gameſter !---Perdition ſeize 
me, when the Judge in my Breaſt, ſeated there by the 
great JEHOVAH, ſhall act ſo villainouſly baſe, to ſcreen 


the Bad from Puniſhment, or perſecute the Good and 


Wiſe!---Right honourable Sharpers ſhall not be excuſed-- 


Their Vices ſhall be dragged from their foul lurking Pla- 


ces, into open Day Light; and more Poye's and Caurcn- 
ILL's, Phœnix- like, ſhall ſpring from their Aſhes, to the 
Terror of all the Knaves in Town. 
Ye T----cries CowLey, | 
Little Villains oft ſubmit to Fate, 
That Great Ones may enjoy the World in State. 
Tis true, ſay I-—Tis fo at prefent---But: the Times 
ſhall ſoon be mended--- 
And in one String, one ſtrong and mighty String, 
The Great and Little ſhall together ſwing, 


CHAP. vm, 


THEM who look on AQteſſes and Actors as a mere 


Parcel of Puppets, are extremely wiſe-—AQors 
and AQreſſes are not reaſonable Creaturez---They are Va- 
gabonds, Spendthrifts, W's and R's---They are incapa- 
dle of doing a good Action, or entertaining a jult Senti- 
ment Though they have the Works of SuARKESPEAR, 


and DRV DEN, and Or wax, and Cox REV, and Ap- 


Disox, and FARQUHAR, and STEELE, and FlgLDING, 
and CoLlMAx, and Muryay, and WHITEHEAD, and 


Bickrxsrarr, by Heart; they are not fo wile, or fo 


witty, 


( 


witty, or ſo well-bred, as eminent Citizens who ſell Rai- | 


ſins, and Oil, and Leather, and Bread, and Cheeſe, and 
Candles, and Soap, and Whiſkey, and Coals, and Hats, 
and Wigs-—Nor to well-bred, nor ſo witty, nor fo wiſe 
as thoſe ingenious Artificers, who make Shoes, and 
Stockings, and Grid-irons, and Tea-Caniſters, and Sad- 
dles, and Knives, and Breeches-—Nor ſuch uſeful Mem- 
bers of Society, as thoſe that cure Cl---s, or that mend 
bad Soals, or that repair old Sauce Pans. 

No—-how ſhould they? | 

From this Time then--take TRIsT RAM SHANDY'S 
Word for it,---that Reading and getting by Heart the 
beſt Works of the beſt Authors that ever lived, does not 
make Mankind better og wiſer---but that it tends to make 
Men and Women Vagabonds, Speudthriſts, W's and 
R's.—--But great Knowledge is neceſſary, and great 
Wiſdom gained, by weighing Figs, and buying and 
ſelling raw Hides, and tanned Leather, and Bulls Horns, 
and old Books, and new Commodities. 

Fox the future then, I hope our Nobility and Gentry 
will not be ſo fond of the Company of Players; but that 
they will keep Company with ingenious 'Tallow-Chand- 
lers, learned Soap-Boilers, witty Coblers, wife Tinkers, 
and politic Bricklayers---As to Authors and Actors they 


are Peſts of Society not fit to be patroniſed or eſteemed 


by the Great-—Raſcals, Thieves, Pickpockets, &c. &c. &c. 


Ir is a burning Shame, ſo it is, as how People of For- 
© tune ſhould make ſuch a Stir-about of Mits C-----y, - 


and Miſs my when they diſdain Trades-Folks-— 
„ 'Thof ſhe ſings, that's nothing; ſaid Mrs. MarTHa 
ProvDpFoorT, the eminent Alderman's Lady, to Mrs. 
Max ERY PUDDLEWELTL., the eminent Merchant's Wife, 
— “ What you obſerves, is very true, my Lady,“ an- 
ſwered Mrs. Maxcery PuppLEewerL, the eminent 
Merchant's Wife, to Mrs. MaRTRHA ProvDrooT, the 
eminent Alderman's Lady; it the Nobility would but 
be more intimmit with the reputabler Tradeſmen and 


*< their Ladies, inſtead of ARrefſes, they would be better 


** entertained; for, they are more wiler, ay, and more 
% hand- 
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4e -handſomer, than thoſe painted Sepoolekers, and vile 
„ Repprobrates. Yes, my Lady PRouproor, we have a 
% purdigious immenſer Stock of Fizdum than fuch Whag- 
„ tails.”---* That's true for you,” anſwered my Lady 
ProvpFoorT. 


CHAP. IX. 


ANGA had ſcarce recovered from the Fright he 
L had been thrown into by the News of the Green- 
oom having been broke open, when he enquired if Miſs 
C y was ſafe.— Z——ds! No;” anſwered the 
Meſſenger, © ſhe has been and gone away with 
* by the Nabob's Son, who fwears by the immortal 
Thunder of the Theatre, he'll ——— her, as Jong 
as he can ſtand,” N 
«© Z---ds!” exclaimed ZN GA. 
Z- ds!“ replied the Man. 8 
Was ever any One ſo unfortunate!” cried the 
Theatrical Monarch, lifting up his Eyes to Heaven, and 


ſtretching forth his Hands and Arms higher than his 


Head: Was ever any one ſounfortunate ?” 
„Maxx, replied the Man. 

„Wo?“ interrogated the Monarch. - 

**Tuz Abbeſs of Andouillets and the fair Marca- 
© RITA,” anſwered the Man without a Name. 

„JAM an unfortunate Devil,“ cried ZAN GA. 
Arx that Inſtant, in hobbled a dirty, black bearded, 
ill-cloathed, worſe-fed Fellow, who leaning on his 
Crutch, humbly requeſted of the mighty Zxx A, chat he 
would be graciouſly pleaſed to give him a Shilling ot t., 
in Part of his Wages ;---for his Wife was ill, is eldeſt 
Daughter had been ravithed, his youngeſt was drowned 
in the Liffey—lris own Self had not eat a Morſel for thee 
Days, —and deſired he might be freed from his Slavery. 


ZANGA kicked him out. of the Room—ſwore he 


ſnould be à conflant-S/ave, and bade him go Home and 
hang himſelf, or build Bridges over the Eiffey, or — 
"RE | . true 
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18 
ſlruct airy Caſtles, or go to Parlgate or the Devil, or 
Rage ſtopped the Current-of his Diſcourſe. 
Tavus ends the Chapter on Zanca's Humanity, 


CHAP. X. 


HE Cabinet which had been ſtolen from the Green 
| oom belonged to Miſs C v. — She had been 
in Poſſeſſion of it ever ſince her Birth—lt was a mighty 
pretty one — fringed about with curling Ornaments, and 


. precious Jewels A Cabinet that the greateſt Monarchs 


would have delighted to have laid their Hands on, and 
which had been enjoyed by Numbers of the greateſt Per- 


ſonages in both Kingdoms, —though they had always 


Honour and Genetoſity enough to leave it with its fair 
Poſſeſſor, after they had viewed, handled, and enjoyed 
it ſufficiently. 


Fox this Cabinet the great Pons, figh:d. By ſome 


Means or other he learnt it was the fineſt in the Kingdom, 


and though his own Wife was in Poſſeſſion of a very fine 
One, he had ſeen and felt that too often to, be much de- 
lighted with it. | 

War a ſtrange Animal is Man! how fickle ! how 
fall! Dying for Things PRUDENCE ſays, Thou ſhalt 
not covet; and deſpiſing thoſe bounteous Heaven puts 
into his Hands, ſaying, Theſe ſhalt thou enjoy, and ren- 
der due Reneyolence to, | 


WHoOBVER imagines the Dignity of human Nature, 
the ſoaring Qualities of the Intellect but what 
ſignifies philoſophiſing It interrupts: the Chain of a 


Story, and breaks the Thread of a Diſcourſe. 


- 


xy ſtepped into a Silver-ſmich's Shop——Her - 
taper Fingers, handled ſome Toys—her humid Eyes view- 
ed their Beauty— The gewgaw Things of France ſhe deſ- 
piſed — She loved Iriſʒi Commodities Commodities of 


large and genetous Growth, adorned with precious Stones. 


———\ hile ſhe was handling one of theſe. a gtacelet 
et with Diamand . ſlie aſked its Price — Fifty Gui- 


\ 
X r I dh N — . 1 1 , 4 * — — 
— = SH EET — IE — TY . | Tf 


"IF. _— 8 8 _ x _ - _ _— 
- of 222 7 — + 
+ ay 4. 
— —— — 


— Or CE EI "IT 


— — anos mo 


—_— 


| 


on Hands with 


Who deſires his Sarvice and his Duty to you 


1 8 


neas were demanded; 1 8 were a but teſulel- | 


C y then departed. 

POMPOSO, ſtill ſigbing and langyiſhiag for the Po. 
ſeſſion of C Y's Cabinet, thought he had now a 
lucky Opportunity. The Bracelet ſhe fo much admired, 


he determined purchaling, and preſenting to her; nothing 


doubting, but ſhe would with Joy receive it, and beltow 
on him her Cabinet in Return. 5 

He bought it, and ſent it to her, accompanied with a 
Hamper of fine old Hock, and a finely-writ Letter, de- 
clarative of his mighty Paſſion, and the vaſt Dcfire he 


bad of pofſefling himſelf of her ſweet Cabinet. 


Tre Porter rapped at the Door 
opened 


The Door was 
the Bracelet and Letter delivered into her 
May it pleaſe your Majeſty, heie 
is a Thing for you I have fetched from a Jontilman, 


and 
« by ]—s, the Load is after galling my Shoulders by the 


„Weight on't” 


AFTER examining the Bracelet, and the Hock, and 
peruſing the Letter, ſhe aſked if the Gentlemgn that 
ſeat them was a warried Man? and being told he was, 
ſhe fat down, and wrote the following Letter. 


*« To Mrs, Pomroso. 

©« Mapan! 
E a Violation of the Nuptial Duties and Bed, is a 
reat Crime, in either of: the married Parties, it 
6 js not a little One, i in the Perſon that is inſtrumental i in 
« ſuch Violation, though unmarrjed. For my) Part, I 
«want no Preſents from, nor defire any Conqueſts of, 
« married Men.—Thoſe inchained in matrimonial Bands, 
« that would break their Chains, and ſigh at the Feet of 
« any other Women than their Wives, muſt be very great 
66 ate and no little Fools, if ti, fooliſh to be wicked. 
In my Senſe, a martied Man that pays his Addreſ- 
4 BY to me, pays me a very great Affront; ſince he'mult 
% ſuppoſe me a mere Heathen and a Fool, if L would dil- 
— 1 the Repole of his Wife, or N 88 | 
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„n Breaſt, Tour Hüſband has affronted tie) tf 


„ fending me the Bracelet and Old Hock 1 ſend you, Ma- 
dam, together with his Letter. deſpiſe him too 
e much to regard his Prefents, or his Paſſion— 1 


ant no Fools, or married Men in my Train... 
The Bracelet will become your Neck, Madam, and the 


« old Hock will be worth your Drinking. Though 
on unworthy, ſhould you vouchfafe A Glaſs or two to pe 
© Powros0, it may put bim in Mind of his Folly, to part 


© with ſuch exquiſice Staff for a Toy he, nor any'other- 


«© married Man, ſhalt ever poſſeſs. My Cabinet is 
„my own, and Mr. Pouroso ſhatl never touch it. 
He may touch and open your's as much as he pleaſe 


lwant no Encomiums, and deſite no Applauſe for my 


Conduct in returning the Prefſentzx==—1 Have acted 
„ thus, becauſe | thought it was Tight. And I mall 
ever think it fo, in wiſhing all Mapner of Happinefs 
« to the nuptial State, and never doing any Thing td 
% diſturb it.—I ſhall ever wiſh you Health and Proſpeti- 
« ty; and am, Madam, e 
5 « Your wery humble Sertht, 
E. C.“ 


Þ OMPOS0:% Birik Day wicspptodehing=When i 
arrived, his Doors were ſet open, his 


were paid him. 
Joys ſparkling in his Eyes, notwithſtanding the Repulſe 


ie had met with from Miſs C=.Y, for het Doors were 


mut to him, and he was conſtantly told by her Footman, 


Whenever he called, that ſhe was from Home. Z—-dsf” 


cried he, as he was ſeated with bis numerous Friends; - 


on his Birth-Night, in his great Parlour, and When Feſ- 


4. 


*% 


„ 


* 


tivity ſav on every Cheek, and witmed every Bteaſt. 


89 8 


is ” 


ed, . riends vi- 
ted him, and the Compliments uſual on ſuch Occaſions 


„ ctied Pouvoso, ſeated in Triumph, 


hs 2— - ds! cried be, with the utmoſt Eagerneſs, «6 N * 
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c " bell; cold] wiſh 1 had a Glaſs of Old Hock to treat | 


. "IP Friends with.” 
% You've enough in the Cellar,” faid Mrs, Poroso, 


«Tis a d— L-—” returned Mr. Pomyoso. 
Tre Friends were all ſilent. 
*« My Dear! do, be ſo good to treat me with a Glaſs 


te of your fine old Hock,” be ty Mrs. Pomyoso. 


„Tus Devil a Drop have I got,” ſaid Mr. Poueoso. 
„WII,, L have ſome,” faid the ; © and though you'll 
t not treat me with any, Lill treat you and your Friends. — 
« Here, PappY! bring up a Dozen of Old Hock l 
Tur Old Hock was brought, — 
By the * but 'tis the beſt Hock I ever drank.” — 
« By ]J—-s, but it's excellent“ 
« *T1s fine Stuff, indeed.” 
% OpDpsNIGGERs!” ſwore a „ 1 never taſted 
« ſuch Liquor in my born Days.” THY 
„ Tis really the beſt in Dublin, ” 
„ Ts the beſt in Ireland.” 
« *T1s the beſt in Europe 
«« T5 the beſt in the 1 
BY my Conſcience! the Hock is equal to the Grand 
4 Signior's 7 waydeedle Cordial, or the Queen's Water of 


her own making.” 


© By my Troth, tis better than Uſquebaugh itſelf.” 
« *Tis the, Nectar of the Gops.” 
In this Manner the Friends went on, praiſing the old 


Hock 2 ceaſing: 


C HA P. XII. 


Y Dear! You don't ſay any Thing to a Dia- 
«© mond Bracelet I have on,” ſaid Mrs. Powros0 


to her tender Huſband, or accompliſhed Lord. 
« How do you like it? Is it not a fine one? 


«© Rat the Bracelet!” cried the Tender Huſband, 


* and you too !—— What the D— I would you be at 


10 now * 


Su 


(th 2 
Suz then put her Hand in her Pocket, and pulled out 
the Letter her Huſband had written to Miſs C-——v, and 


Miſs C y's Letter to herſelf, and read them aloud. 
Tur Friends laughed; the Huſband frowned. 
Ar rz ſome Time, however, the Wife's Good Hu- 
mour baniſhed the Huſband's Melancholy; and the Huſ- 
band's promiſing to play the Fool no more, gave infinite 
Pleaſure to the faithful Wife. 1 


CHAP. XIIL 


H E other Cabinet Miſs C y had, and which 

& coming into my Hands I broke open, was very cu- 
rious; but I had much rather have broke open the Ca- 
binet I before deſcribed, and which ſhe always carried 
about her The Cabinet coming, I ſay, into my Hands, 
how, matters not, — when, is alike indifferent——T 
turned the various Papers in it over and over, and deter- 
mined to publiſh ſuch as were the moſt to my Liking. 

'I'was a bad Reſolution, one Blockhead may ſay. 

"T1s Nonſenſe, another Blockhead may affitm. 

Tis moſt villainous Stuff indeed, a third may declare. 
And yet, tis not improbable, that out of the ten thou- 
{and People that will read this Cabinet; not above ten 
ſhall be able to form a proper Judgment of the Merit or 
Demerit of any literary Production at all; though every 
Dunce will now-a-Days pretend to determine the preciſe 
Value of every Book he looks into,—as if he was a ſe- 
cond ARtSTARCHus.——Such People bad better mind 
their Forges and their Needles, their Compters and their 
Candles, their Dogs and their Horſes, their W——s and 
their Horn-Books—It's ſafer, and becomes their Under- 
ſtandings better. | Bob — 

Taz firſt Paper that atttacted my Eyes, after I had 
broke open the Cabinet, contained ten Sheets, cloſely 
written, and in a very ſmall Hand. —lu Title was, 


Sis Genuine 


9 


n ad Authentic 


M E M 0 IRS 
M. | Wine V. | 


} 


Interſperſed 


With many Tusarsieat AngChoTes ; the AMouns 
of many eminent Perſonages, well known in the World 
of Gallantry ; and the ſecret tigries of _ Pn: 
pin and GENTLEMEN. 


By a GeuTLEMA of QuatITy, 


H, ho! aided I; 1 * found a Treaſure. — This 
is a. Mine that will fup ly me with Gold enough, 

—All the World are mad for Miſs Co—r ; and the De- 
vil's in't, if they don't buy her Memoirs. 
Walz, Madam, | was in great __—_ and: THR 
ately ſet to conſidering, how much I could gain by the 
Publication of ſo curious a Work. I was as B my 
Calculation, as a Bookſeller worth ten thouſand: Pounds, 


is, in ſitting down, computing andeonſidering, how much 


he can gain by the printing and publiſhing The \Memoirs 
7 a Woman of Pleaſure; Qnania, or Lord Recdefter. 5 

orks. | 

AnD. what, 80 Jun think, I eftimated the Profits at? 
One hundred and ninety- five Pounds ten Shillings, L 
aſſure you Well; that Point being ſettled, I read the 
Work—}ut, ye Gods! what a Diſappointment ! 

Maxx Ax roxy. could not be more ſurprized, when 
hut a Truce with Similies—! will come to the Matter 
in 


ww 


> 


Pagan Heroes in the Univerſe. 


CHAP, XIV. 


XN liad in a Nutſbell is a very uncommon Sight ; 
but a Nurſbell in an Iliad we ſee very Day of our 


Lives. | | 
Tae Genuine and Authentic Memoirs of Mis C——— u 


were the latter. They really were Huſks and Nr 


of no Value or Conſequence ; and ! could not, for the 
Life of me, put it out of my Head, but that it was the 
vamped up Work of fome mercenary Bookſeller, or hun- 
\ gry Devitof an Author, who thought to gull the eredu- 
Jous Public, by a ſtriking Title alone, without any Per- 
formance of the mighty Promiſes made there. 
Taz Title, to be ſure, was well drawn. But, in the 
modern Language, twas a mere Puff— Count——, 
the Puff. maſter 1 renowned for filial Piety, and 
ſor vending the moſt diabolical Trafh that ever Printer's 


Devil could give Birth to, could not more humbug the 


World with Pye-Cruſt Promiſes of mighty Publications, 
than the Gentleman of Quality would have done in this 
puffing Title, had he but publiſhed it. 
Du looking it over very attentively, the Devil a Word 
did I ſee of the Amours of any eminent Perſonage what- 
ſoever—no theatrical Anecdotes—and no ſecret Hiſtories. 
CxRralx it is, theſe Sort of Things take wonderfuliy 
with the World-—The Amours of a Perſon of Rank have 
frequently enabled an Author to dine on a Fowl, and en- 


joy his Bottle of Claret, who before, could not purchaſe 


a red Herring or a Black Pudding—Theatrical Anecdotes 
interſperſed up and down a paltry Performance, have 
communicated a rapid Motion to it — and Secret Hiſto- 
ries are ever bought with Avidity. Miſs C Y's Bio- 


grapher, or Memorialiſt, knew this; and was, therefore, 


determined to have them all in the Title Page, which, 


perhaps, his Bookſeller told him, was the principal r 
ae: ; "WY 
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in Hand, nor deſtroy the Ohain of my Story, for all cho 
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of. the Work; and though the Piece did not anſwer its 


Title, or fulfil the Promiſes made there, that was no 
uncommon Circumſtance at all. 


So much for my Diſſertation on Title-Pages—1 ſhall 


_now inform the Reader in one Paragraph, of the whole 


Contents ot the aforeſaid Memoirs. | 

Ir told the Reader, that Miſs C— Y was a mighty 
pretty Sort of a young Woman—that ſhe was born in 
London---that her Father lived in Gray's-Inn Lane, and 
kept an Alehouſe there, and that he allo lett out Coach- 
es---that Miſs C y was before ſhe was quite 
fifteen Years of Age - that ſhe was introduced to Ton 
Low at Marybone-Gardens, for whom ſhe ſung in pub- 
lic a whole Seaſon---that ſhe was but then in her riſing 
State, but that ſince ſhe leſt Londan, and came over to 
Dublin, ſhe has been by moſt of the Men of 
Fortune and Gallantry in Ireland, and is now in her me- 


_ ridian Glory.---It concludes, by the Author's affirming, 


„% That to his certain Knowledge, Miſs C- is ſuch a 
« perfect Miſtreſs of the Art of Pleaſing, underſtands fo 
ce thoroughly the Force of Action, and has all her Limbs 
* fo entirely at her Command, entwining and altering 
ce their Poſitions ſo naturally and enchantingly, that he 


© ventures to pronounce her the beſt Actreſs, both in 


“ Public and Private, that Dublin can boaſt of.” 

Wx will not preſume to contradict the latter Part of 
this Gentleman of Quality's Aﬀertion, though we muſt 
own. we ſhould gladly enjoy an Opportunity of judging 
of its Truth or Falſehood.---But we think, however, he 


has been rather too temeratious, in ſaying, that the is 
the beſt Public Actreſs. | 


CHAP, XV, 
A NOTHER very uncommon Piece in the Cabinet 
| { Was entitled, Zax dA and Ros cius diſſected: 
„Or, An Eſtimate of the Merits of the Smock Alley and 


Tur 


* Crom: ſtreet Managers.“ 


( 23 o 


Tut Drift of this curious Performance was really fin- 


gular---It was, to prove, that the many Thouſands of 
I'cople in London and Dublin, who gave the Superiority 

in the Tragic Walk to Mr. Baxxy, were, with humble 

Submiſſion, a Parcel of Fools, Ideots, Numſkulls and 
Blockheads. It roundly afferted, that Baxxy knew no- 

thing of Acting - that his Attitudes were vile---his Pauſes 

unnatural---his Elocution villainous---his Action diſtorted 
---that he had no Feeling that he was a mere Parrot--- 

in ſhort, that he was a d d bad Player —— But that 

Mr. Mos80y——ay, Mr. Mossoe, in ſpight of his Arm- 

like Caudle-Cup, and his Adamantine Lungs, was a Ro- 
man Ros cius, and an Engliſh BeETTeRTON, BooTH, and 

| GaRRICK united. 

I Think I never peruſed a Piece with greater Plea- 
ſure. The candid and ingenious Author was likewiſe a 
learned and judicious One. That he has already the 
Freedom of Smock-4lley Houſe T make no Doubt; other- 
wile I would recommend it to the Roman Roscivs, and 
the Engliſb BETTEK TO, Boor un, and Garrick uni- 
ted, to give it him; for he deſerves it for his Ingenuity, 
and for his Lynx-like Eyes, that could diſcover what no 
Mortal beſides could poſſibly have a Glimpſe of. 

I Love valtly an Author that has the Bravery of com- 
bating popular Prejudice. There is great Merit in both 
ſingular ;z and, I truſt, ſuch is the Force of our impartia 
Critic's Obſervations and Arguments, that as ſoon as the 
Work is publiſhed, the World will change their Opinions 
in an Inſtant, —in the Twinkling of an ee h as 
one can ſay Jacx Royinson—and I hope allo, that in 
Conſequence of the humane Zaxca being looked on as 
the beſt Actor, the cruel, Browbeating, ſwearing Ros- 
cius will be dethroned. 

To enforce the Diſſecting Author's Opinion, I beg 
Leave to tell a Story, ail 


CHAP. 
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CONNAUGH T Man, piping hot from the Bog 
of Allen, where he had been to pay a Viſit to his 
old Grandam, chanced to find himſelf the other Night in 
the Pit of Croww-ſireet Theatre.—On one Side of him fat 
Lew1s the Author, and on the other, $S——s 
the Joker. | a ; 

Trans, you ſee, Madam, he was between two Fires. 
* Z————»8?” cried LEWIS to I—e&, “ tis as 
hot as H. 1 wiſh I had a Draught of Cyder.”—— 
I wiſh ſo too,” ſaid Il——c.—* Have you any Money, 


« Lewis?” 


„In D- I a Doit,” anſwered the Author; 
% my laſt Work did n't ſell, and I've- been obliged to run 
on Tick tor Coals and Candles, and Bread and Cheeſe, 
„ and Small Beer ever ſince.“ . 

Tux Countryman ſtared like a ſtick Pig on hearing a 
well-drefled Man, and an Author too, (a Kind of Being of 
whom he had before no Sort of Idea not knowing whether 
they were like Gods or Devils) exprets himſelf in this 
Mavner ; and, pitying his Condition, —with all the Ge- 
nerofity of a Connaught Squite, offered to treat him with 
a Draught of Cyder. OS, wo mk 
Tux Offer was accepted; the Cyder was brought; 
J. c winked and nodded to the Author, as much 
as to ſay, We'll have fome Fun with this Connaugh: 
++ Gentleman, bye- and-bye, I warrant you.” t 
Tu Cyder being drank, and the Play finiſhed, the 
gene rous Gentleman, admiring. greatly the Wit and Hu- 


mour, Which were bandied to and fro by the Actor and 


Author, with as much Facility as SaUnDERs can catch 
Balls in the Air, or a dextrous Fellow can play at Shut- 
tlecock; invited them to drink a Glaſs of Claret with 
him at Ryan's.—Neither of them being over modeſt, 
the Invitation was accepted, and to Ryan's they went. 
lx the Connaught Man, piping bot from the Bog ol 
Alen, was delighted with the Duumvirate —_ the 

| a pre- 
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| Repreſentation of Macbeth, he was now a hundred Times 
more ſo— He was perfectly inchanted ; and, in the Tranſ- 


ports of his Heart, would needs treat them with anothet 
Bottle— The Bottle came not alone. It did not teteuble 

a long winded Tragedy doliloquiſt, who vents his Sor- 
rows in Mood and Figure; or an Opera Hero, whoty big- 
ſwollen Breaſt and real Anguiſh muit be expreſſed in 
mellifluous Accents, that failing on the Air's buxom 
Boſoem, wing their Way to the Footiiool of Owniro- 
TENCE; or the wrathful AxBaces, whole Rage mutt be 
expreſſed in the tendereſt, moſt languiſhiug Thrillings of 
an Italian Eunuch.— No. It reſembled an Engliſhman's 
Table; tor it was accompanied by a, Couple of fine Fowls, 
which Lewes, whilpering to the Watter, ordered him to 
bring. The Connaught Gentleman ftared ; but as 
ſtaring would fill neither of their Bellies, they tat down 


to he good Things the tree Mercy ot Heaven gave, and 


in five Minutes diſpatched them. | 
Monk Wine was called for, and it was brought 
More was called for, and it was drank. At laft 


they all three got intoxicated, and were as happy as good 


Claret and Mirth could make them. 


No Subject was now fo pertinent as Religion 
The Author denied Free-Will, and talked of Spoktaneity 
as Nonſenſe; he deſcanted largely on the Anima Mundi, 
the Ubiquity of the Firſt Cauſe, and the Eternity of Mat- 
ter He held the World to be an Animal ; and 
proved it alſo, with the Pythagoreans, the Platonills, 
and Stoics, to be a Vegetable fle inſiſted on it, 
that Fire was the Principle of Life both in the Macro- 
coſm and Microcoſm z and that it was the Vehicle of the 
Soul, Intellect, or Nous, that active, fiery, ztherial Sub- 
ſtance, that permeates and animates the whole Syſtem, 
which cloathed the human Soul, as well as the Mind of 
He quoted Hzxactitus, and Oxenevs, 


from whence he derived his Principles, Hiryasvs the 
Pythagorean, Hirrockarzs, Vossius, EmezDocLEs, 
PLaTo and PLUTARCH, in Support of his Opinion. 
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( 26 ) 
Ic the Joker was as much ſurptized as the Con- 
naught Gentleman to hear ſuch Language. —He was 
talking Arabic to them; and the Devil a Word did they 
underſtand of it.— They both ſtared ; but 1 — c ſtop- 
ped the Torrent of the Author's religious and methaphy- 
fical Diſcourſe, by drinking a bawdy Toaſt, which was 
pledged in a Bumper... | N 
Tun Connaught Gentleman would fain have heard 5 


the Actor's Sentiments on the Play of Macbeth; but I—c. 


choſe to give him a Diſſertation on a fine Apple- Dump- 
ling he had eat that very Day at the Briſtol in Crane- = 
Lane; and in the Courle of his Differtation, introduced + 
many judicious Remarks on the Virtues ot that choice 


Viand ; occaftonally interſperſing it with his Thoughts 


on Rope-Dancing ; his Opinion of Quacks and Stateſ- 
inen; his Sentiments of King WILLIAM of glorious and 
immortal Memory; and his Wiſhes, that the Linen 
Manufacture might ſpeedily make its Way to all the 
Provinces in Ireland —He concluded, by ſaying, he 


really believed Mr. PiTY was the moſt able and upright \ 


Miniſter England ever gave Birth to; and that the Peo- 
ple in the Antideluvian World were not really ſo old, as 
the Generality of Men imagine, owing to their Ignorance !' 
of the Erfe Language in which the ſacred Records Were 
originally written. 

Tur Squire from Connaught thought his Compani- 
ons the greateſt Scholars and Wits in the World; but 
they having a Facility of introducing what Subjects they 
had a Mind to, and deſcanting on them as long as they 
pleaſed, there was no Room for him to lay any ey 
At laſt, taking Advantage of a long Pauſe, aftet dtink- 
ing The induſtrious bub ot Munfter Laſs, he en- 
tertained them with a long Diſcourſe of his Eſtate in the 
County of Roſcommon, that ptoduced him full two thòu- 
fand a Year—of his Fee-Farm Rents, — his Yard-Land--- 
his Copyhold and Freehold---Things the Actor and Au- 


thor were as much Strangets'to, as he was to HxkACLi- 


Tus, Orrusus, Hierasvs, Exrtvoctts, PLyvTxxth 
ad and 
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tell you, Madam. | 

ArTgr l——c the Joker had returned to his Chair, 
and was ſeated, he aſked the Connaught Gentleman if 
he had been at Smock-Alley Playhouſe ? —He was an- 
ſwered in the Afﬀirmative—He was then aſked, if he 
had ſeen Mossor play? — He Pes Yes—He was 
next aſked how he liked him :“ Why by ]--—3,” re- 
plied he, “ he is the beſt Actor in the World, I believe; 
< for he takes great Pains,---and throws himſelf into ſur- 


_ < prizing Poſtures,---qnd ſtands with his Arms a-Kimbow 


** like a great Man, — and ſtalks majeſtically on the Stage, 
„and in the moſt common Scenes delivers himſelf wick 
all the Strength of Lungs, and all the Force of AQion, 
as you call it—OQh, he is a great Mas! But as to 
„this BARRY here, at this What-d'ye-call-um Houſe 
*« yander, he is a very bad Adora monſtrous bad 


D 2 ö One, 


—— So 9 


(a 

6c © One, by . Why, he's no AQor' at all, at all, 

« He is not after taking any Pains---he does not put him- 
„„ ſelf into hardly any Foſtures—he looks like a common 
© Man--and walks like one-—and does n't ſpeak with 
that Hemphaſis and Yower as the other Man does. Ah! 
« wiſh I could fee Him do Macbeth Macheth would 
e then be done ſomething like But as to BARRY, 
«* there is nothing in him but any Man may do--Why, I 
% could act mylelt like him; ay, and ſpeak too; for if 
« Bangquo's Ghoit was to appear to me at the Banquet, 
4 I ſhouſd act and ſpeak juſt as He does-—and fo 
4 [ ſhould in the other Scenes, where he does not ſeem 
& to be a Player at all, at all, but the very Man himſelf 
« whoſe Name he takes on him in the Pla y.' 

From this, may it pleaſe your Reverences, if the Con- 
nauyht Gentleman is a Judge of AQting,---and that he is, 
I challenge all the dramatic and judicious People in the 

World to gaialay-—--it plainly appears, that the Diſſe Qing 
Author is right in his Qpinion---that Mr. Mossor i is a 
much better Player than Mr. Baur, 


— 


CH AP. XVII. 


MAKE no but ſome of the Readers of this 
4 abinet of Curioſities, have been diſappointed not a 
| 5 tie, in having met with no high ſeaſoned Amours of 
Mits C y. There is ſomething very pleaſing to the 
Generality of Readers in ſuch Productions. Ihe Rea- 
fon is obvious. Every one is luſceptible of the ſoft Pal- | 
' fien, and, therefore, intereſts himſelf in ſeeing the Ef- 
feQs of that Vaſſion deſcribed in others. Such Deicrip- 
tions ronie the Deſires of young People unacquaiated 
with Love's mighty Power, and titillate the Fancies rf 
worn-out Debauchees and ſuper-annuated Beldams. | 

TrouGH the Power gf ſacrificing to Love and Beay- 
ty, and (p-nding our beſt Blood in the Service of the Fair 
Sex as long as one can ſtand, cannot be expected from 
5 onſeebled Veterans; yet luſcious Delcriptions, * ob- 
cene 
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ſcene Prints, recall the Idea of paſt Pleaſures, and, in 
tome Meaſure, awaken the ſluggiſh Spirits. | 

Bor what are old Fellows good for ?—Juſt nothing at 
all, but to furniſh their Sons and Grandſons with Money 


to enjoy what themſelves are paſl the Reliſh of ——Yet, 


is it not ſirange, Madam, that in Abundance of old Fel- 
lows we find a vicious Appetite in an emaciated Frame ; 
and a Colt's Tooth in an old Mare ? 55 a 
For my Part, I think, take the Generality of the 
World in our View, we ſhall find debilitated Bodies con- 
tain more ee 6 than young and ſtrong Ones. 
A young Fellow's Paſſions are generally natural, but an 
old One's frequently the contrary. Thete's Doctor 
Wute'eM the famous Phyſician, muſt be ſcourged, like 
dull Stallions, before the Animal Spirits can be rouſed 
from their Jethargic State.— Squire FziBBLE's lupreme 
Felicity is placed in combing the Hair of a delicate young 
Gizl-—the antient and venerable Casxa takes Delight 


in being hanged by the Neck for a few Minutes——the 


grave, old Senator MasxWELL loves to ſie at full Length 
in his Coffin, and to have two fine Girls to /ay him out 
— The well known Parſon Craps fell in Love with a 
dun Cow, as Pas1PHAEZ of old took a white Bull for her 
Hufband—HuxLoTHRUMBO, the great Heir of an Uto- 
pian Prelate, loved a Sorrel] Mare Counſellor Anvs is 
ever knocking at the Back-Door of a fine Girl's Tene- 
ment, inſtead of entering in at the Front -The wealthy 
Gals lies and inarls like a Dog under his Miſtreſs's 
Table; and—butlT have given Intiances enough of deprav- 
ed Appetites. The World abounds with them, in libidinous 


old Scoundrels, who being paſt their natural Labour, invent 


new Arts to kindle a Fire that has been long burnt out. 
PERIsU ſuch Miſcreants! The blue Fog rot em, 

and the red Lightning conſume them to Aſhes !--- 
ALL hail, ye Fair of bleſt Hibernia's Clime! 

To you | bend the Knee fubmiſſive—————To you I 


dedicate my Mid-day Labours, and my Nightly Joys 

In your ſoft Boſoms the Spices of Araby's fair Clime are 

all excelled ; the red Roſe bluſhes with Shame "Y the 
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Jeſſamine dies with Grief to be overcome with richer, 
and more fragrant Sweets. - 

Warn I forget to proſtrate myſelf at the Altar of 
your Beauties; when 1 decline hogouring, and revering, 
and loving you ; may the all-cheariag Sun withdraw his 
Light and Influence from me; and may Cimmerian Night 
wrap me in his fable Veil ————* Perdition ſeize my 


Soul, but I do love you; and when | love you not, 
Chaos is come again!“ 


CHAP. XVIll. 


FIT is not above fix Days ago the Remembrance 
J warms my Veins, and fires my Spirits — that I 
was happy with the fair AxaBELLa., —Happy, did I ay? 


I was bleſt as Mans; nor envied Joys his Thunder, or 
AroLLo his Harp. | 


. 


 Bvusiness called me to Belfaft---I ſtaid there three 
Daſs, diſpatched it, and was returning to Dublin. | 
| BAD arrived at a large Plain, three Miles on this 
Side of Newry.—My Horſe ſeemed tired, and deſited 


mie to ſtop. 


* By the immortal Thunder of the Pope's Bull” repli. 
ed I; M will not ſtop---l have no Need of Refreſhment.” 
gut I have,” ſaid he. 8 

War was to be done? | 


Fou may ſay what you will,” continued he; but l 
dam ſully determined to go no fafther. I want 8 reſt 
* my jaded Limbs, and tegale an a Lock of ſweet Hay.“ 
Foor Beaſt!” anſwered I; you might ſtay to reſt 
«« yourſelf. a little, but there is no Hay to be had here. — 
Goa Mile further, and there is an Inn, where you and 


ill refreſh ourſelves with Oats and Wine.” 


He nodded Conſent, and went on. 4 
E'x R he had advanced fifty Yards---it could not be more 


Iam confident; it could not be many leſs] am certain 
Muſic was heard. 


My Horſe pricked up his Ears ;---and fo did l. 
| ©« Upon 
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„on my Word” cried he, for he was 1 


Horſe, not addicted to the Viee of Swearing like Iriſb 
ASSES ;---he would not take his Maker's Name in vain 
for ten Barrels of the beſt Oats, and five Tuns of the belt 
Hay ;---he would neither ſwear by the Heaven above, or 
the Earth below, or the Water under the Earth; he 
would not ſwear, By J***s, nor by the H“. 
nor by * | „ * + - . 8 
* * * * * nor by * 4 * 
— * *. hor r o * * * 
% V EO 8 not by * 
JETS 


* a * Ci * 
nor by * ; * „ » * | 
* * nor by . * 
* * * nor by * * 
* - o 4 * = 
nor by * * YA. ba * 
* * * nor by * * 
* - * - o * . 
nor by 4 * * 0 - 
* * nor by 8 5 
* Rib * nor by 
„ . * o * 
not by 5 * 9 N 


No. He only ſaid upon my Word - What could be 
more modeſt? What could be more proper to gain Be- 
lief, to the Thing he was about to ſay ?---Upon my Word 
he was a very modeſt Horſe---l wiſh every Iriſb ASS 


would take Example by him. 
++ Uron my Word!” cried my Horſe —he was of a bright 


Bay Colour, was well ſhaped, had a pleaſant Counte- 
naned, and had a white Streak down his Forchead.---- 
*« F hear the Sound of Mulic ; it invigorates me, and.! 

« will put my beſt Foot foremoſt.” 
„Do fo,” ſaid I. | . 
My bright Bay Horſe now fell into a round Trot, 
ſnorted aloud, and ſhook his waving Main, that wan- 
toned in the Wind- Oh! he is a noble Beaſt !---BuTz- 
FRALUS was an Aſs to him; and the Horſe of Dazrvus a 
mers 


4 


9 
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. | 
mere Mule. He is fit for an en to beſtride, and the 
 Pruffian Monarch to charge his Foes with. 

Inn Sympathy between the Breech of a Man, and the 
Rack of a Horſe has been irteftagably proved by a modern 
Author—lt was a new Diſcovery; and the World of 
Letters owes much to the great Genius, ſor calling it 
from the Womb of Chaos, where it lay hid.—-! experi- 
enced the Truth of the DoQrine---My Horſe's I rotting, 
Snorting, and Shaking of his Main, awakened my dor- 
mant Spirits; and the Effluvia of Fire and Vigour, which 
| braced my Horſe's Nerves, and added Wings to his Speed, 
paſſing through the Pores ef his Skin, dilated by the Heat 
excited by Action, met ſome (mall Reſiſtance from the 
Stuffing of the Infide of the Sa dle, and the thick Hogs- 
ſkin on its Outſide ; but it quickly made its Way through 
all Impediments, and entering my ?-ſt-r--s, infuſed into all 
my Arteries and Nerves its own Qyalities. | 

Ix one Minute and five Seconds, or thereabouts---for 1 
am not exaQ---l diſcerned a Troop of young Men and 
Damſels dancing to the Sound of a Violin and two Haut- 
boys---ARABELLA was among them. 8 

SWEETEST ARABELLA! when J forget thee, may my 
Members loſe their Offices, and my right Hand forget 
its Cunning! ( | 
Snaue and Diſgrace attend that Monſter who reve- 
rences not the Fair !---Hide your diminiſhed Heads, ye 
unnatural Villains, who bend not low to the Shrine of 
Beauty !-—Oh, AAABELLAI ARABELLA ſ—— 


CHAP, XIX. 


—Quick!y did I diſcern the Lineaments of the Faces 
of the ſweet young Girls.---Oh ! there is that ſprightly 
Frankneſs which at once unpins every Plait of an Hiber- 
nian Villager's Dreſs---that whatever is beneath it, it 
looks ſo like the Simplicity which Poets ſing of in better 
Days---I will mock my Fancy, and believe it is ſo. 


HOSPT- 


. 


CF | 
HOSPITALITY and Fazzpom, Ireland is your own 1 
— Her chearſul Ruſtics, untaught in the World's De- 


ceits, unptactiſed in the Arts ot damn'd Hypoteiity, know. - 


not how to cloathe the treacherous Heart in the Garb of 
Honeſty — They know not how to betray with guileſul 
Words, and kill the unſuſpieious Gazer with Bafiliſh 
Looks, and Crocodilian Tears !—Foyl Devils, away! 


- —and take up your lurkiag Reſidence” in Four native 


Cities and proud Emporiunts !—Blaſt not the peacetul 
Villagers with your poitonous Breath ; nor open ) our Pan- 
DoRa's Box within a League of your Enten Dwellings 

BeinG arrived at the Place where they, were dancing, 
my Horle made a full Stop of his on Accord, and ſur- 


veyed and heard them with Rapture, —-* 'I would: be 


wicked,” cried he, 10 go x Step farther When any Heart 
e nn OE. | 
Tuo ſpeakeſt Truth,” ſaid J. 1 
Ar that Inſtant up came AxaBELLa——»Qh, Meet 
Girl! can I deſcribe thee tl will; 1 maſt Tr REY 
Hex Hair was auburn; her F cet re e 
Heaven and Earth! While J am in Centemplacjon.cf my 
ARABELLA's Beauty, my Fancy is enamoured, and my 
Pencil ſnatched out of, my Hand Hor can | des 


lineate then ?-—Raſh Man! would lt. thon paint Hea- ty 


ven? | „ Cr es Rod og 2 
I cox off my Horſe, and went towards AA ARA. 
Wir nꝝ ſelf. taught Politeneſs, the extended her Hand 

cowards me. Sir!” faid the, in winning Accepts that 

made my Heart vibrate within me, web 4hjJlling Exta- 
cy take Poſſeflion of my Soul .- Sir !” (ard the, ſmjl; 
ing with ineffable Gracez and diſplaying Teeth whiter 
than Ivory, adorning the preatieft Moyth, in the Uni- 

3 ſaid the, © will yon take a Dance wich 

8 * a en 
_ « Dzantsr Nymph!“ cried 1, unable, to reſtrain the 

Words of my Mouth, expreffive of the Emotions of my 

Soul, while my Eyes ſhot Fire, and my Breath was almoſt 

olf Deareſt mph I could dance with thee 

* fox over,” |» e 

. E I zH0ULY 
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_ *.T snourp ſaon;tire you,” faid ſhe. 

Bhs R672 OOTY Reg 

© * Norhins is more certain,” anſwered ſhe.—“ You 
" are notuled to the violent Sports of young Feaſants.“ 


on! I ſhould be in Paradiſe P'—cried [in Tranſport. 
« You may dance with ine as long as you pleate,” 


r . bi 
„On! that I could!” —bieathed I in a paſſionate Sigh, 
ot ſtole from me - involuntatily=- Oh, that 1 coul 
c ur“ : 9 N wit . | \ | 4 

* You may,” anſwered ſhe; 

„isn | might,” ſaid l. 

* You may it, you will,” anſwered RO 

„Tue | by all that's. lovely!“ cried I, taking Hold 


of her Hand, and !dueezing it; I ſhould dance you to 


* 


Death" Hon: | ; | 
Ivo fain experience that Death,” ſaid ſhe ſmil- 
„ On! T would make thee, ſweeteſt Creature, ex- 
« pire with * !” cried I; thy ſweet Soul would ſeem 
" Gaul zum, and my 1apt Spirits would bear thee 
„Company!“ 2 Na e e 
* 626 I be, faid he ſuch quick Motions 
« would tire you befote I ſhould be affected at all—Your 


- 


* Impatichce and Imagination would outrun your Deſires, 


* and ſteal away your Strength before you were aware.” 
| Waka ne fry cane up. and paid their Reſpects 
to me 1 teturned them; bug my whole Soul was full 


! 


Wir food it away briſkly,, while my Horſe grazed 
at a Diftarice. *AkabELLx and Tſeemed formed each 
other.—-** Oh! that 1 could play a Solo with this deli- 
cate Nymph!” whiſpered I to myſelf.-** Juſt Diſpen- 
* ſer of dur oys and Sorrows! why cannot I end my 
Days hete? — and dance, and ſing, and ſay 8 Pray- 
*« ers, and go to Heaven, with this ſweet young ir! pe | 

«i - «BUT 


„ 
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Bor can Ituſu what T love ?” cried 1.4 Can I de- 
* fire. to roh my-ARARELLA of what makes her layely in 


my Eyes ?—Can I.— Oh, can I pluck a ſweet Roſe 


«« from its Stalk, and give it Life again?“ Tben Anguiſh 
and Trouble fotced their Way into my Breaſt, and made 
my Heart bleed —My Joy was turned to Wretchednels. 
WIr a diſconſolate Bofom, and clouded Countenance 
1 mounted my Harſe——T bid the Rultics N. 
faintly pronounced, “ Ok! ARAB 

I xope off, 


CHAP, XX. 


Tux RecolleQion of ove good Action affords more real 
Joy than the Commiſſion of ten thouſand bad Ones 
When my Paſſions beat high for Enjoyment, and my Con- 
oma and Reaſon cried out, Forbear, raſb Man !— 
iſtened to their Voice l obeyed their Commands.— 
am now happy. OM TORY Hanks >" 
Fx is an Eunuch,” cries a Witlipg, on reading the 
AN n 
- « He is a Stoic Philoſopher !” exclaims a Blockhead. 
« He is a Fool,” affirmsa Rake. 
He is a Booby and a Driveller,” cries = Quack- 
« By the Holy G****, he is the Devil of an Ideot, 
ſwears a Conftable, ut n 
„He is an old Swaddling Preacher,” obſerves a Buck 
of the firſt Head. a 00 45 
„ Hr is ad —— d Coward,” cries a valiant Tay- 


lor; „ to be afraid of reverſionary Puniſhments by the | 


« great G=-,” . 5 | 

+ He talks of Conſcience,” ſays an honeſt Attorney. 
« Hz affects to be guided by Reaſon," obſerves a New- 

gate Solicitor. * | a W 
*«'He is an Eunuch, Stoic, Fool, Booby, Driveller, an 

© Tdeot, a Swaddling Preacher, and n Cowatd,” cry they 

all together. —“ He is a Coward, a Swaddling Preacher, 


E 2 5 Ideot, 


* 


| ( 36 ) 
& ,Ideot,, Driveller, Booby, Fool, - Stgic, and Eunuch,” 
echo ten thouſapd Readers 2 
Hz is an honeſt Man,” ſays One good Chtiſlian. 


CHAP. XXI. 
Advice 10 bad Men. ef every Profeſſon, Age, Degree, 


Fortune, Stature, &c. &c. 


F we obtain the Plaudits of our own Confciences, we 
ought to deſpiſe the Cenſute of the World, cried a 
Heathen Philoſopher, about four thouſand Years ago—l 
aſk the old Grecian's Pardon I beg Leave to diſſent 
plauſe of the World, and of our en Conſeiences tas. 
Tis true, wequght not to be Fools to Fame 
but neither ought we to deſpiſe the Commendations and 
good Opinions of Mankind ; tor though nineteen Men 
out of twenty are Knayes and Ideots, of whoſe Praiſe, or 
Cenſure we ſhould be equally regarcleſs ; yet, by ſceking 
to regulate our Conduct agreeable to the Dictates of the 
Monitors within us, we ſhall certainly-.extort the Eſteem 
of the equentieth:Part of Mankind, ala good Words we 
ought % hon- j. ip 3 
Some Folks deſpiſe popular Cenſure— When that 
Cenſure is juſt, they ought to be ſorry tor their Mi ſcon- 
duct, which has extorted it, and to reform. their Lives, 
which will infallibly put a Period to People's ill Opinion 
of them —If the popular Cenſure be unjuſt, it will ſoon 
die of itſel. F 
Hear this Sentence, ye perſons of both Sexes, who. 
are ſo unhappy to be ill ſpoken. of by, the World in gene- 
ral! here never was, is, er will be a Man or Mo- 
man that every one gives a bad Chu racter of, but amply. 
Aeſerves 3 no Ghoſt to tell us this; ex- 
traordinary Capacjey to comprehend it; ot implicit Faith. 
to ee „ | : 
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Ix xo ſeveral People in Dublin, who are ſo unhappy 
as to be ill thought of, and ill ſpoke of by every one, ex- 
cept thoſe of their own Kidney ;—and I hereby adviſe 
them to repent them of their wicked Lives, and to make 
all the Atonement in their Power to thoſe they have in- 


jured ; or they muſt not wonder, that all the World will 


exclaim again them, and call em wicked Fellows, Raſ- 
cals, Scoundrells, Cheats and Villains. 

THis is, ſurely, good Advice; and, would to Gov, 
they may praQtiſe it lf they don't, they muſt expect the 


"Curſes, the ill Wiſhes and the Hatred of all that know 


them; for 'tis more reaſonable they ſhould change theit 
Conduct, than for People to ſtop their Tongues. 

Welz every one of the preceding twenty Chap- 
ters ſtruck out and deſtroyed, this alone is worth Fix- 
pence hali-penny, as richly as a Thief deſerves an Hal- 
ter, or an honeſt Man a good Wife.---Rogues! remeinber 
my Counſel, and reform your Lives, . But IL will lap 
no more hete.— But, mum! — | 


CHAP. XXII. 


Across —— AQre fex—Dancers—Singers—Fidler— 
Mountebank:—Choice Spirits—Pipers— Dancing-Maf- 
teis— Stra Kicker Equi libriſt—and Fire-Baters, are 
8 bappy in an intrepid Aſſurance that diſdains a 


u 
A Mb E Man is not fit for this World ; ergo, be is 
not fir to be brought up to the Profeſſion of an 4 
Quack Dector, Dancer, &c. &c..&c. &c. 
Know twenty Feilows, who are looked upon as the 


very Pink of Politeneſs. and facetious, witty Companions, 


who, ſo tar from being able to teud or write, don't Know 
a. 7 from a Bulls- Foot 


- Fox Inflance ; thonoh the Vetters are as large, = 
theſe, they know not their Names. 


B. L. K. D. 


KS LOL RE | 
Aux yer ſuch Fellows, by the Help of laced Coats and 
bronzed Faces——But a Truce with my Remarks — _ 

Fer, miſtake me not, Madam—An Accor is frequent- 
ly more honeſt Man, ay, and a more merry Companion, 
than a Parſon ; And, by the Powers of Venus! | would 
prefer the Company of a pretty Actreſs, for an odd Hour 
or fo, to a fat Alderman's fat Lad. 


1 CHAP. XXIII. 


8¹ EY Trares was a Girl of Spirit, Wit, and 
Beauty; but ſhe had neither Prudence to ſecure the 
Hearts her Eyes enſnared, or Judgment to diſtinguiſh the 
Man of Senle from the Witling or the Fop. She was a 
Coquette, whole whole Study was to entrap and hook hex 
Guilgeons, but whoſe Volatility and Inatteniion ſuffeted 
them to'diſentangle themſelves, and eſcape from her. 
Lixx many others, I fel! in Love with the young Hul- 
ſey; and my poetic Imagination painted her as a Ve- 
wus——T could diſcern no Flaw in her—l looked os her 
as the faireſt Pattern of excelling Nature ; and thought 
my Paſhon, like the Sun, would never decay, however 
fiercely or conſtantly it byrnt. | 
Bor I had not known her above fix Months, before 
the Ardors of Fancy beyan to cool, and the Powers of 
Reaſon to reſume their Empire o'er my Mind — I now 
looked on her in a true Light, not through Paſſion's Miſt ; 
and 1 found, ſhe was neither fit for my Wife, nor m 
Miſtreſs. Not for my Wife; for ſhe carried bot Balla 
enough in her Veſſel, to go upright and fate through 
the Storms and Tempeſts of the matrimonial Sea; nor 
for my Miſtreſs, for ſhe. carried ſa much Sail, that unleſs 
my Hands were continually on her Rudder, ſhe would 
not obey me; but, perhaps, be boarded by my Enemies, 
or Pirates, the Inſtant I was negligerit of her. For 
_ theſe Reaſons, I broke off Correſpondence with her, not 
chooſing to have a very cloſe Intimacy with 2 Girk 
To 


had no Intention to make a Wife or Miſtreſs 


6 


rn 
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To ſhew how great my Love for her was, I give you, 


gentle Reader, the, following Song I made, when my 
Paſſion was in its Meridian. | FLO f 


SUKEY TRAPPS: 
A New Song. "Re 
cer juſt Amr. 


Ovid. 


E T Bards now ſtrike the trembling Strings, 
In Praiſe of Grote, the beſt of Kings, 
Or paint War's dread Miſhaps ; 
To me a ſofter Work belongs, 
Of writing Lays, and ſinging Son 
* Praiſe of 8Suxx v 


Though fable Night with lawleſs Sway. 
Obſcures the fairer Face of Day, | 
And all in Darkneſs wraps; 
Its en vious Wrath is loſt on me, 01 1 
For I can all | hings plainly ſee in wy 
By th' Eyes of Suxey Traves, | 11 


Great Grorce the haughty Gaul may beat, 
Parſons may ſwear, and Tradeſmen cheat, 

And Pedants pore on Maps; + tha 
L ſcorn ſuch low/Purſuitsend Toys, i * 


And ſeek for far more ſolid Joys, 


In th' Arms of Suzty ['rarys.--- - 


baumelt LUOGIET: | 4. WO {3 
The Lawyer, Quack and Prieſt may err, 
The Soldier, Wit, . Philoſopher, 3 . 
In Error's Maze may lapſe; - — 14 
But I'm froms Error wholly free, 
Fer Wiſdom' Self will juſtify 1 
My Love for Surgery Trarrs. 


(4) 


Our fooliſh Fops, and brainlefs Beaux, 
Whoſe Merit's only in their Cloaths, 
May talk of Love, perhaps ; 
But ne'er can ſeel the thouſandth Part | 5 
Of that pute Flame, which warms my Heart 
* For lovely Sux Ev or i 


"Though Stars may fall, and Sun decay, 
And Nature's Self diſſolve away, 
I'll not from Love relaple ; 
For during Life I'll conſtant prove, 
And e'en in Deach tetain ny Love 
For charming Sunzr Lars. 


Herz you ſee, courteous Reader, are Compliments 
and Promiſes by W holefale—But all theſe ate nothing to- 
what | made her- -I wrote Epiſtles in Proſe and Verſe, 
comparing her To Venus, Mix ERVA, and the Lord 
knows who; and ſhewing, the excelled them all. -The 
Heathen Mythology being inſuflicient, 'I ranſacked' out 
beſt Poets for Deſcriptions ; and beſtowed: on her more 
Beauty, and Wiſdom, and Chaſtity, and Dilcretion, and 
Virtue, and Aﬀability, and Goodneſs, than ever came to 
the Lot of any ten Women ſince the World was created. 

AND what was the Conſequence ? 

Wur, —ſhe loved me for my Flattery. 

Wx were now inſeparable; wi {had all the : | 
nities Heart could wiſh for, or Paſſion en 
But, alas! I found my dear SureY was like a falſe Stone d 
that will imitate a Diamond, but on #' cloſer Inſpection, 
ſhe ws its DefeQs —— “ What Pity,” ſaid e to myſelf; 
« ſucha beautiful Outſide ſhould harbour a deformed 
Mind! — ſuch a rich Cabinet ſhouldincloſe a worth» 
« leſs Toy!” l need not tell the Reader the 
Event of my Diſcovery- Jam tilt unmarried- 

Bur, Mr. SnAxpy; give us a Motat to this Story. 
; Wirn all my Heart, 2 am ( 

war Men be well oſſured of dae Accompliſh- 
ments 


\ 


(649 
ments of che Fair, before they pay their Addrefſes.,—— 
Let them not pretend to admite thoſe they really do 


nat. Let them not ſpeak 2 Language foreign to 


their Hearts, merely out of Amuſement, or to kill Time; 


—for. Lime haiſt not be killed; not mul the 

Ladies ſhare the Fate ot the poor Frogs, itoned to Death 
by wanton i3oys, out of Fun — uch Fun is pernicious, 
As to you, ye Fair! beware of Flattery-——Shan its 
Poilon-——Believe not the Words, not be caught in the 
Snares of inſidious an He ſpeaks but to burray, and 
fighs but to deſtroy—tegard him, as England ought to 
regard France, as your natural Eneniy ;' not be tempted 
by his Proteſtations, ot gulled by. his Oatias---li I could 
give you better Advice | would ;' for | honour your Sex; 


and may the red Lightning oi thundezing Jove aaufix 


me to the Centre, when I ceale loving and eitecming 


Ye! | 
| C H. Af. XXIV; 


and ill Luck to thole titled Scoundrells and great- Vil- 


lains, who rob the Public with as little Remoric as har- 


dened Highwaymen flea] Purſes. — But oft you a- 
while----Return we to out chatming Miſs C . 
AMONG the many Admiters of our Heroine, during 


her Reſidence in dear Dublin, was the note! DaFropil, 


of Duck. roaſting Memory,-—A virtuous Youth! + who 


« never drew Bis Forces in the Fields of Venus, not the 
« Diviſion of A Battle kaew more than a Spinſtet; where- 


in the,bookiſh 'Theori@@could. diicourſe as maſter]y as 


he. Mere Prattle without PraQtice vas all his Sol- 


© c 
Ax this accompliſhed Youth' the Nywph often laugh- 
ed She was proud to have. him in ber Retinue—and,” 
willing to prefer him to all his Rivals, ſhe. bonoured him 
with a Place in her —not ia her Heart, good 
Reader, — hut in her Kitchen, and made him her 


_ «Wage 


TFT ONGC Life and Succeſs attend the Man, who dares : 
LL de honeſt In the worlt of Limes l And Coniufion 


— 8 _— — —— * — = = * 
— 9 a 
1 


. tate; that conſidered hiqmſelf as only a Steward entruſted 


r | 
„Wan a wicked World is this we live in 
„What Luxury, Pride and Pomp do now reign! — 


„The whole Order of Things is inverted—Peaſants 


and Servants dreſs like Lords; and Lords drels like 
„ 'Servants----His Grace is not known from his Groom ; 
* and the ſleek Chambermaid is taken for my Lady. 


Poets, that in former Days were familiar with Empe- 
„ rors, and Miniſters of State, muſt now truckle to the 


% Commands of ignorant Bookſellers, or dine with 
« Duke HumynkEY; and, if they would riſe in the 
« World, lick the Spittle of wealthy Knaves.---Players, 
* that fiſty Years ago, would have jumped out of their 
„ Skins tor Joy, to have been introduced into the Buttery 
* by a Gentleman's Servant, row drive their gilded 
«Chariots, drawn by fiery Horſes, and affociate with 
Lords and Ladies ;----are attended like Dukes and 
„Dutcheſſes; will not adventure fo ſet their Feet to 
„ the Ground out of Delicateneſs ;----and cannot go to a 
% Rehearſal, without being carried thither in their own 


rich Sedans, preceded by two Footmen !————— Hea- 


« yvens! what a Contraſt!-----What will this World 
„ come to!“ 
Tn os rhapſodized SAMUEL SEenex, Eſq; of College 


- Green, on Thurſday laſt, the 24th of Ottber, on ſeeing 


Miſs C v, attended as above deſciibed, going 10 
8 k-A---y Theatre, to rehearſe the Character of 
Macnearn, in which ſhe was to appear the next 
—_—_— 
PexHAPS, my 2 may imagine, the good old 
Gentleman's Remarks ſprang from Envy—or from Ma- 
lice—or from a 3 oll Diſpoſition—or from his 
being puſhed into a Gutter, and ſplaſned from Head to 
Foot by one of our Heroine's Footmen, to make him 
give Way—or from the natural (nfirmity of old Men, 
who are Laudatores Temporis acbi — No ſuch axe It 
aroſe from a different Cauſe. 

I wILL explain it, 

Ma. Sexex was a Man of five chouſund a Year Eſ- 


666 | | 
by Heaven, to do all the Good in his Power, with the q 
| ſhining Droſ—— Unlike ſome rich Miſers, he conſidered + 
| Money asno otherwiſe valuable, than as a Means of ena- | 
| bling him to wipe away the Tear from the Widow's Eye, | 
4 and to Cheer and comfort the Orphan's Heart : To aſſiſt 

and cheriſh Genius in Diſtreſs, and call forth modeſt 

Merit from its humble Reticement, to exert its Powers for ' 
the Publie Good. * 
| He had that Morning been viſiting an unhappy Youth, 
of a bold and daring Genius, refined and pyliſhed by E- 
ducation and Travel, in the Black Dog, where he had 
been confined, for a paltry Debt of ten Pounds. The 
| Youth's Breaſt was inflamed with the genuine Fire of 
Poetry; and he had produced ſome Proſe. Pieces, that | 
1 diſplayed the variegated Scengs of Life, with a Juſtneſs | 
and Humour, little inferior to the Works of a FiELpinG, 

{ or a SMOLLET. But, as it is the Curſe of ſuperior Me- 

rit, to be attended with Calumgy, Envy, and Jealouſy ; | 
ſo the little Wits and Dunces wee al up in Arms againſt 

him, and decried his Worth and Genius, with the moſt | 


villainous Induſtry. He looked down on their pitiful 
Arts with too much Contempt to regard them; and 
thought it beneath a Gentleman and a Scholar, to fight 
with Black-guard Chimney-Sweepers and dirty Scaven-- , | 
gers. As he had gained the good Opinion of a Gentle- = 
man of Rank and Fortune, for his ingenious Writings, 83 
in Favour of Liberty and Virtue, and ſecured his Friend- 7 {> 
ſhip by ſome Dedications to Him; he had no Doubt, burt © #* 
the extreme Pleaſure the Gentleman teſtified in his Pro- 

| ductions, the many Encomiums he beſtowed on them; and | 

| the great Obligations he acknowledged himſelf to ſie un- 

| der to the learned Author, would induce him to ſhew - 


4 


4 : 


— — — — — — — 
3 — 
- -” & 


his Regard for him, not merely by Words, but by ſome- 
thing more ſubſtantial—He was, however, miſtaken; and 
ſhared the fame Fate with the immortal Author ot Hup1- 
BRAS, BuTLeR's Work was eternally. in the Hands 


of CuARLESs II. who laviſhed the higheſt Praiſes on it. 

whilſt its Author was fla rving; and our Youth's Novels 

were always exciting Smiles of Joy, when the Patron 
| F 7, WAS 


2 


Boy : 


| — _ 2 * 
—— rr 
„ CI on 
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| Pres peruſing them, while the poor Writer was wanting 


read, and « 'eprived of his Liberty. . 
Jo this Youth "Mr SEtxnegx went. He conſidered. it, 
not enough to relieve the Suitors to his Benevolence, 
but to go in Search of the Diſtreſſed ; for he well knew 
that tho © who moſt ſtand in Need ot Afi tance, are the 
moſt backward in applying tor it, and that what Libeta- 


lity vould give with an open Hand, Modeſty ſcarce dares 


to touch. 
Nis. S:wex had a long Diſcourſe with the impriſoneg 
Yeuth, and admircd his. ingenuous Diſpoſition, and mo- 
deſt Deportment. The manly Fortithde with which he 
bore Confinement ſtruck him; and the many ſocial Vir- 


tues and high Reach of Thought he diſcovered, turned: 


Adu ration into Friendſnip- After he had heard the 


whole of his Story; © Be of good Cheer, my honeſt Lad!“ 
cried he, ſqueezing him by the Hand: “ though For- 
N tune has hichertotrowned, ſhe ſhall be gloomy 110 lon- 

© ver—Your ſuture: Days ſhall be marked' with while; 
wund you ſhall no longer be '\ubje& to the Caprices of the 
a Fckle Goddeſs— L have Judgment enough to diſcern 
„your Worth, and | have a Heart that loves i. You 
« ſhall come and ſee me often—I have a Table and A 


pure you ſhall ever be welcome to---Don't thank me. 
* | contult my own Happine is. while I am contributing 


* . ay 


« to Yours; and | have more Joy in giving, than your 
6 Deucacy will permit You to receive: No-Thanks, 
Vou thall repay my little Service, by: 
« ygur-Society, and your F riendſhip z and | will, be your, 
*« Debtor tor the Felicity you. will give me, by partaBng 
« with ine of the tree Gifts of Heaven.” 

Int Manner of conferring 4 Benefit enhances ig 


Value; and that of Mr. SENEX was fo endearing, it 
quite melted the Hcart of the 


outh that received it 
who, with Tears in his Eyes, thanked him for his gene- 


rous Service, and his noble Proffers cf Friendſhip. 


"PERISH the proud Heart that yearns not at the Suf- 
ferings of a Fellow Creature; that is impenetrable to 
the foft Voice of Compaſſion ; and that can be unmo- 
yed at the aillreſſed Situations of Virtue and Genius! 1 | 

* T 


2 


N 


after, Miſs C 


. * * U 3 .- 2 


Gop ?. 


( 45. ) 

Ir wes from the Black Dog, on the above-m 
Occaſion; that Mr. Senex- was returning; full of che 
Ideas of Miſery, from which neither Wit, or Learning, 

or Judgment can exempt a Man; when, Stand by pf 9s 
was haughtily pronounced by a Couple of tall, arrogapt 

Footmen, dreſſed in flaming Liveries; and 2 


ioned 
. — 
* 
: 
* 


| v, arrayed-more like an Empreſs, 
than a Servant of the Public, was carried by in a ſupepb- 
Sedan Chair; her Footmen having juſt before puſhed 
an infirm, deat Curate, who did not give. Way Time e- 
nongh, into the Kennel, while the Chairmen trampled. 
over him, ard tlie Mob grinned with ſavage, Joy. 
Inis was the true Cauſe, Madam, of Mt. SMEG. 
Rha piody. | 


232 


CHAP. XXV. 


Y:Wrsn HocagrH was alive, to delineate. with his im- 
mortal Pencil, the Scene J have attempted, to. draw, 
in the lalt | ara graph but one, fa the preceding Chapter, 
Heavens! vhat a drol! i'rint would. it W 


you would tee » PLAYER. dreſſed out like an Empreſs, 


for whom the Mines of Mexico were plundered, and the 


Looms of Fran e employe - -lolling in her gilded Se- 


dan, attended by her :.zcqui-s,-—and burthened with 
the Pride of 50 ——7 Lene. You. would lee a 
CLERGYMAN, ipr+1wling in the Kennel--- his, Robes all 
rent---and his Cliozths all. dirty; while. the numerous 
SpeQators of iv aol, but not uncommon Scene, were 


ſtretching their \.{»1ths, fron: Ear to Ear, to teſtify their 


Joy, that a Proftituce Player: was: trampling on a Man of 
ly 


* 


* The Word Proſtitute does not always mean a W;; 


but is uſed alſo. to ſignify anv Perton that does any Thing 
for Hire.—In TH15 Sente Miſs Cu may be ſaid to be 
a Projiitute Player. 


BENTLEY. 


"14 


* - 


„ 

Ir Dublin has not ſtazved all its Engravers,-- or Len- 
don, the Foſter-Father of all the Sciences and Arts, the 
Encourager of Genius, the Friend 'of Learning, the 
Aſylum of diſtreſſed Wits and perſecuted Artifts-- it Lon- 
don has not ſeduced to her all the ingenious Sons of the 
Pencil and Graver, I would recommend it to ſome One, 
to give a Specimen of his Art on the above SubjeQ.--- 
*Twou'd take wonderfully, | 

I INTENDED, indeed, to have adorned this Work with 
a Frontiſpiece of that Kind ; but calling laſt Ni the 
30th October, at the Hor ſe. ſboe and Magpie, 1 Tong 
Bar, kept by an ingenious Limner, one M.] ./;ͤ , with a 
View of getting an Engraver to execute it, I found that, 
like Thouſands of other Artiſts, he was obliged to leave 
his Country, and ſeek for that Encouragement in London, 
hè might in vain ſeek for here.---I mention this Circum- 
ance, to ſhew my Readers. I would have obliged them 
with a Copper-Plate, but that the Perſon I intended to 
have employed was not te be found.---In the tenth Edi- 
tion, however, I ſhall favour them with one, to be done 
by Seconer, HevusToun, Mc. Arpeit, FABER, or 
ſome other ingenious IxIsHMAN in ExGLAND. 


CHAP. XXVL 


T 7E ſhall now, courteous Reader, conclude this Ca- 
binet of Curioſities, with the following Song on 
our Heroine, which we do not think the beſt we have e- 
yer ſeen, nor dare we pronounce it the worſt.— It has, 
however, one Advantage over every Song that has been 
hitherto printed ; and that is, that it is ſpick and ſpan 
new; it being the Work of me, TzxisTRam SHANDY, 


this 31ſt Day of Odober, 1766. 


NM 
A new Song to an old Tune. 


F all the Damſels on the Stage, 
That can delight this Stage- truck Age, 
dare affirm, and will engage, 
There's none like ſweet Miſs C—r. 
2. 
She moves her Limbs with ſo much Grace, 
There's ſo much Beauty in her Face, 


] wou'd it were my happy Caſe, 
To live and-die _ C 


Y. 


| $. 
Though Nancy Dawson London boaſts, 
With many other famous Toaſts, 


"There's none on all the World's wide Coaſts, 


Can pleaſe like ſweet Miſs C——r. 


4. 

To form this Fair One quite compleat 

The various Gods in Synod meet, 

Reſolv'd the World ſhould all be beat, 
By ſweetly-ſmiling C——r. 


And firſt, the lovely FRF. Queen 

Beſtow'd an eaſy Shape and Mien, 

As ever ſure were drawn or ſeen 
On beautiful Miſs 1653" a 

AeoLLo next his Wit imparts, 

And Cue1p gave his Bow and Darts, 

With which, he ſaid, ſhe'd charm all Hearts. 
Oh, pleaſing, ſmiling — ! 


FA 
| , | : 
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And Graces did the Soul inſpite 
With Love and Beauty's lambent Fire, 
Of deateſt, faireſt O -x. 

_ BY F 

1 - , 8 

N And now, if on the Sta ge ſhe move, 
| 


| 

f | | _ bs 17 1 A 
þ The Muſes then beſtow'd their Lyre, 

| 


* . Sheemylates the Queen of Love, 
Enough to fire the Breaſt of Jove, 
do great's the Power of C--—v. 


| Ye Bards, to her then tine DAY Lays, 
W 7 Hibernia's Sons, your Voices raiſe, 

1 Extend the Fame, and found the Praiſe, 
. Of ſprightly, lovely C—— v. 
. 10. 

1 Ye Gods! if me you'll deign to bleſa 

- 3 With Rapture, Joy, zud Happineſs, 
On, grant | one Day may poſſeſs, _ 
Ihbe Heart of dear Miſs C---—v 
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